THE   CHILDREN'S   OMNIBUS

wandering shepherd-tribe, and the one-eyed Arimaspi,
of whom old Greek poets tell, who steal the gold
from the Griffins, in the cold Rhipaian hills.

And they passed the Scythian archers, and the Tauri
who eat men, and the wandering Hyperboreoi, who
feed their flocks beneath the pole-star, until they
came into the northern ocean, the dull dead Cronian
Sea. And there Argo would move on no longer; and
each man clasped his elbow, and leaned his head upon
his hand, heartbroken with toil and hunger, and gave
himself up to death. But brave Ancaios the helmsman
cheered up their hearts once more, and bade them
leap on land, and haul the ship with ropes and rollers
for many a weary day, whether over land, or mud, 01;
ice, I know not, for the song is mixed and broken
like a dream. And it says next, how they came to
the rich nation of the famous long-lived men; and
to the coast of the Cimmerians, who never saw the
sun, buried deep in the glens 9f the snow mountains;
and to the fair land of Hermione, where dwelt
the most righteous of all nations; and to the
gates of the world below-, and to the dwelling-place
of dreams.

And at last Arcaios shouted, "Endure a little
while, brave friends, the worst is surely past; for I
can see the pure west wind ruffle the water, and
hear the roar of ocean on the sands. So raise up
the mast, and set the sail, and face what comes
like men.
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